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It was nearly midnight when he reached
his rooms. The rain was dying gently away ;
the freshness of an earlier dawn had renewed
the air. If only he need not pause, but could
go straight on to Boston now, without the
foolish interruption of night, for this was
the beginning, not the end of a day!
He looked up the trains; there was not
one would take him there by breakfast-time.
He would bicycle then. As he dragged
his bicycle from the cellar up the narrow
stairs, he made a great noise in the after-
midnight silence. It could not be helped; it
had to be done. He spent half an hour mending
a puncture. He would start at half-past five.

The faithful alarm-clock woke him. With
a pocketful of biscuits he took the road to
the north. The smooth streets were flooded
with a lake of cool silence. He could hear
the crisp, crackling murmur of his tyres,
as though he were riding swiftly, swiftly, over
a carpet of pine-needles through a mountain
forest; The sound comforted him; it was
in tune with his errand. He was riding into
a new life. Everything must be clean,
the cuts and the joins alike. If they were,
there would still be a place for him in the
lives of these two people whom he loved.